FOLK   AND   FOLK   WAYS

But manifestations of gratitude do occasionally occur,
mostly on the part of children, who are probably instigated
to them by their mothers. Many years ago, a little Swahili
boy in the hospital in Zanzibar, to whom an orange was
brought, handed it back and begged that it should be given
to the kind lady who had put medicine on his sore eyes. In
British East Africa I once, without the slightest danger to
myself, rescued a little boy from drowning. A month
afterward he appeared in my camp with a dozen eggs, for
which he refused to be paid. He must have collected them
one by one, for they were all rotten!

Negroes do not feel as we do, or, if they do, they show
their feelings in a different way. I once had a Kikuyu
servant, an excellent fellow, named Tairara. We were
camped for some time in the Mweli hills, in the Sayidie
province of British East Africa, and the village, a market-
place, was periodically visited by Waduruma and Wanyika,
who came from a considerable distance, to get, by barter,
what articles they required. Tairara had already spoken to
me about one of his sisters, who, years before, had been
kidnapped from her native country and taken to the coast.
And one day, sure enough, just as in a story-book, the two
met in the principal street of Mweli. The emotion of
Tairara was genuine and violent and, I must say, most
affecting. He sat on the ground, holding with one hand the
hand of his sister, who was standing near him, while, with
the open palm of his other hand, he kept beating the
ground; and, all the time, tears were streaming from his
eyes. The sister showed much less emotion. She looked,
if anything, rather embarrassed.
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